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needed. Also acceptable are manuscripts 
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panied by good illustrations whenever pos- 
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PHOTOGRAPHS should be sharp, depict- 
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natural surroundings. Pictures that tell a 
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E all know how busy a new President must be and it, therefore, is 

most gratifying to have a staff member of this Society receive a splen- 

did letter from President Eisenhower—a letter which we are reproducing 
here for all to see. 


THE WHITE HOUSE 
WASHINGTON 


February 26, 19%. 


Dear Mr. Macfarlane: 


I appreciate indeed your kind letter reminding me of the 
large and unnecessary annual losses suffered by livestock 
in this Nation which are the result of disease, parasites, 
inadequate handling and poor shipping practices. 


I agree with you that this situation can be much improved 
through effective educational programs, Secretary of 
Agriculture Benson informs me that, although, as you 
implied in your letter, the United States Department of 
Agriculture and the land-grant colleges are already co- 
operating in educational efforts to reduce livestock losses, 
his Director of Extension Work, C. M, Ferguson believes 
that a renewed vigorous educational program will help 
materially in reducing unnecessary losses appreciably 
over a period of time, 


Director Ferguson is planning to write to all State extension 
directors at the land-grant colleges encouraging them to 
take additional cooperative actions with State societies for 
the prevention of cruelty to animals, livestock organizations, 
and other: groups with tne purpose of reducing losses from 
all causes, 


It was thoughtful of you to direct my attention to this impor- 
tant problem, I am quite concerned with the conservation 


of our resources and with raising efficiency in every area, 


Sincerely, 


This letter has given much encouragement to us in the knowledge that we 
have support in high office for our efforts to eliminate unnecessary suffering 
and cruelty. Again we say, “Thank you, Mr. President.” 

E. H.H. 
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Wanted: Pictures! 


ES, indeed, we do want more and 

better pictures for our magazine— 
pictures that will illustrate the care and 
understanding of animals; pictures that 
will portray our work so that our readers 
may better understand the real need for 
what we do. 

Of course, many such pictures are for 
sale, but frankly, as a charitable organi- 
zation, we just can’t afford to buy them. 
Our only other recourse, if we are to 
continue our present high standards of 
photographic quality, is to procure the 
necessary equipment and take the pic- 
tures, ourselves. 

But here, too, is a stumbling block, 
for on investigation, we find that equip- 
ment sufficient for our needs would cost 
in the neighborhood of eight hundred 
dollars. 

So, we decided to present our diffi- 
culties to our readers, friends and mem- 
bers with the hope that someone might 
wish to contribute a sum for that pur- 
pose, or, if not the whole amount, then, 
enough to purchase one of the items 
listed below. We shall be most ap- 
preciative of such contributions and 
shall use them to the end that pictures 
we use here and elsewhere to advance 
our cause of animal protection will be 
better than ever before. 

Following is the list of our needs, 
itemized for your convenience: 


Speed-Graphic camera $224.00 
Carrying case 19.85 
Range finder 33.45 
Flash gun 27.65 
Cut film holders 48.60 
Enlarger 168.50 
Enlarging lens 46.00 
Universal negative carrier 11.70 


Dust cover 3.45 


Enlarging easel 23.95 
Developing unit 42.50 
Thermometer 9.50 
Measuring graduates 5.00 
Funnels 2.00 
Developing hangers 9.60 
Sponges 3.00 
Film clips 2.00 
Timer 12.00 
Negative envelopes 7.20 
Developing trays 12.00 
Print washer 22.50 
Print dryer 44.45 
Print paddles & blotters 4.00 
Print roller 2.50 
Hypo bath 5.00 
Safelights 6.00 
Trimming board 7.90 


Pooch In Boots 


By Ida M. Pardue 


USS IN BOOTS” is a fairy-tale 
creature. But in Korea today there is 


an honest-injun Pooch in Boots—and — 


we'll bet a bone that other dogs wish 
they were half as lucky. 

The boot-wearing pooch is “Rusty,” 
a pet of an American soldier who re- 
alized that dogs, as well as men, can 
suffer from Korea’s bitter cold. Rusty’s 
master sent to the States for Rusty’s 
cold-weather outfit, which includes a 
warm sweater as well as the boots that 
keep his paws off the frozen ground. 


To “Danny Boy” 


D* BOY” died today. Not a 
son, not a nephew, not the boy 
down the block . . . just a black cocker 
spaniel. So, folks say it is not right for 
me to grieve so... it is putting an ani- 
mal in the place of a human. But they 
do not understand, for God did not put 
the capacity for love only in the human. 
Could He, who created the dog as well 
as man have placed so much faithful- 
ness, loyalty and love in the heart of a 
little dog, were it not right and just that 
it be returned? 

I cannot believe that those who feel 
this way have been fortunate enough to 
have had the love of a dog—the un- 
questioning, unselfish and undying de- 
votion. 

The formula “replace the old dog 
with a new one” is all right for some, 
particularly children, but as for me, I 
feel with Paul Harvey, “I've had my 
dog.” 

—Grace Higgins 


Pets Are Good 


Medicine 


By K. D. Curtis 


ECAUSE of the devotion and faith- 
fulness of “Jennie,” a pet burro, and 
“King,” his part shepherd dog, Loren 
Churchill of Bloomington, Nebraska, 
has found the inspiration to walk. They 
opened the door to a new world for him. 
You see, Loren who is now nineteen, 
was born a cripple. Almost everyone 
thought he would use crutches all his 
life. But Jennie and King changed 
things. 

His father bought Jennie for Loren to 
ride. It was hard work for Loren to 
learn to ride her. Then he got King, 
and the three of them became a great 
trio in the small Nebraska town. They 
traveled everywhere together. 

Soon somebody suggested that Loren 
deliver newspapers, riding Jennie and 
using King as “leg man.” It wasn't long 
until Jennie knew every stop and street 
on the route. And King would take the 
papers from his master’s hands and 
carry them up to every porch. Between 
stops, King clung crosswise on Jennie 
behind Loren’s saddle and bag of 
papers. All three enjoyed the job im- 
mensely. 

With money earned from his paper 
route, Loren bought a bicycle adjusted 
to his needs. It wasn’t long until he was 
able to ride it, and Jennie was retired 
from the daily chore. 

Nowadays, Loren works full time on 
a Nebraska farm. Occasionally, he rides 
his bicycle to keep his leg muscles in 
trim. He doesn’t use crutches at all! 

King doesn’t follow the bike much. 
But as soon as Loren throws a leg across 
Jennie, King leaps on behind him—just 
like in the old days of the paper route. 


BACK COPIES AVAILABLE 


paid by the recipient. 


for educational purposes. 


We find that we have in stock a quantity of back issues of our magazine 
which we shall be glad to donate to schools, orphanages, hospitals and 
other philanthropic groups, provided that mailing or express charges are 


In sending out these copies we, of course, cannot guarantee any specific 
assortment, but will try to send mixed quantities as long as they last. 


Wherever possible shipment of the magazines will go out by Railway 
Express Collect, in other words shipping charges will be collected on arrival. 


When ordering please specify the approximate number of copies desired. 
We shall be glad to hear from anyone who has a legitimate use, especially 
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OUR DUMB ANIMALS 


and braceful 


“With wings held close and slim 
neck bent 

Along dark waters scarcely stirred, 

Floats glimmering and indolent 


The alabaster bird.” 
—Leonora Speyer 


ECENTLY the citizens of a town 

named Castrop-Rauxel, in the Ruhr 
Valley sent an appeal to Queen Eliza- 
beth of England, for a pair of swans. 
For centuries, this town had been proud 
of its two white birds, but they had been 
lost during the last war and were stil] 
mourned. 

The Queen gladly complied and added 
yet another pair to the gracious gift. 
She could hardly have sent more stately 
ambassadors of good will to Germany 
than these lovely birds, or any more 
welcome to the citizens of Castrop- 
Rauxel. Let us hope they will be happy 
in their new water home and present 
the good people with some fluffy cyg- 
nets. Surely, there is no prettier picture 
on the waters of the world than a parent 
swan with the babies on her (or his) 
back, nestling cozily between the great 
white wings. 

King Richard the First (the Lion- 
Hearted) is said to have brought Eng- 
land her first swan when he returned 
from the Crusades. For centuries it re- 
mained a royal bird and no commoner 
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wan 


By Winifred Heath 


might possess one. On the River Thames 
the swans which glide serenely up and 
down are divided between the king or 
queen of England and two ancient and 
honorable companies, the Dyers and 
Vintners. 

Every year, the royal swan-master, a 
position still held by the Turk family, 
father and son, who have had it for 
several centuries, carry out the ancient 
custom of “Upping the Swan.” This 
means marking the swans for their own- 
ers, one nick on the beak for the royal 
swans, two nicks for the ancient and 
honorable companies. But anyone may 
own a pair, a single swan would mope 
to death. Mr. Turk, the present swan- 
master, took the four birds to the Ruhr. 

Said to be the world’s largest assembly 
of mute swans is the Abbotsbury Swan- 
nery in the south of England, with over 
a thousand birds. It was founded at 
least nine hundred years ago by the 
Benedictine Monks, 

It is probable that these four Ruhr 
birds came from the swannery at 
Windsor Castle from which have gone 


royal gifts to the colonies and other 
countries for many years. Queen Vic- 
toria used to send a cygnet to every 
member of the royal family on New 
Year's Day. 

The beautiful carriage, so familiar in 
the floating bird, seems to belong only 
to the mute swan, the other species of 
white swans carrying the neck, more or 
less straight, and keeping the wings 
closely folded to the body. 

Although many of these mute swans 
are kept in a domestic state in parks or 
private waters, in the wild state they 
fly south in the winter. They are not 
colorful birds but rather stately in their 
white plumage, orange beak with its 
black knob, and contrasting legs of 
black. 

As can be imagined, the swan builds 
itself a large nest of water vegetation. 
In this nest the mother lays from five 
to nine eggs from which are hatched her 
family of gray infant birds. Later, this 
coat turns to a sooty-brown and it is a 
year or more before the family attains 
the white plumage of adulthood. 
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The Extrovert Cat 


By Jean E. Taggart 


T EXACTLY 9:03 in the morning, five days a week, 

“Sparky,” a huge, thick-furred tiger cat with great tail, 
leaves his home, walks down Hill Street, Long Beach, Cali- 
fornia, in search of companionship. Within the heart of this 
striped cat lies that touch of loneliness that comes to all 
God’s creatures, and like ail God’s creatures, though some 
with a greater urge, he instinctively sets about to satisfy it. 


He enters Burnett Elementary School on Hill Street, pro- 
ceeds to the third grade room, to which he was promoted last 
June. There he hops up on his own special reserved seat, 
children gathered all about him. There is something about 
the murmur of voices, the scrape of small shoes, the activity 
about him, that sends Sparky off into a contented doze. He is 
so lulled by the sociability about him, that he cat-naps on 
and on, until 3:15. There's a different tone to the scrape of 
shoes now, they are lining up, they are marching out and 
home. Sparky rises, stretches, follows his small friends. 


The sympathetic teacher who promoted him from second 
to third grade, gives him his own report card. A small friend 
sitting beside Sparky helps him get that passing mark. She 
places his spelling paper before him, writes down his name— 
Sparky Swett, Burnett Elementary School, Monday, October 
28, 1952, 3rd grade, at the top of his sheet. As the teacher 
pronounces the spelling words, she writes them down, first 
for Sparky, then for herself. Arithmetic time. The little 
friend gets out the barred paper, writes down the problems 
for Sparky. He opens his eyes, blinks. Sometimes he swishes 
his tail companionably. 


Once in a while the little girl misses a word, but this puts 
Sparky on an equality basis with his little friends. Then the 
teacher scolds him, for not having his lesson; but Sparky 
thrives on being a part of this class activity. He’s one of them 
as he cuddles his chin between his paws. 


Evenings and Saturday afternoons, Sparky leaves his home, 
walks down Hill Street to the Burnett Branch Library directly 
across from the school, to jump upon the reading table, near 
a willing and amused student busy with her home work. With 
watchful green eyes, he helps her turn her papers, accepts 
with purring gratitude any attention she bestows on him. 


Sometimes he jumps to the circulation desk, trails over the 
librarian’s pencil daters, green stamp-pad ink, nonchalant, 
full of the belief in his charm. He scrambles to the section 
behind the desk, locating a comfortable spot on the backs of 
returned books, where from all sides he is within easy reach 
of ruffling hands. A pat, a rub; to sleep, to purr, to be content 
with the companionship he craves, everybody’s cat. 


One day Sparky suddenly appeared in the library trailing 
two non-descript cats, one of uncertain gray-white hue, the 
other tawny yellow, striped and thin, who startled by the 
slightest sound or movement, was ready to scurry out at any 
friendly gesture. Perhaps Sparky’s instinct led him to believe 
the little, scrawny one needed to bask in the intimacy of a 
friendly library. Had he learned that if you give of yourself 
to others for their contentment, you find contentment and 
companionship for yourself? 
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Cat 


By Al Spong 


LIND people get seeing-eye dogs to guide them through 

life, but a blind dog in Greenville, South Carolina, has 
recruited a seeing-eye cat. “Penny,” an eight-year-old eskimo 
spitz, owned by Mr. and Mrs. J. B. Cothran, has been blind 
for seven years. 

Formerly, the Cothran’s maid took care of him, but after 
the maid died, the cat, “Inky,” became Penny’s eyes. Inky 
leads Penny about the premises, shows him to his food, and 
occasionally takes him on jaunts through the woods near the 
house. 

It was after several of these strolls that the Cothrans first 
realized what Inky was doing. They reasoned that Penny 
never could have made it through the woods and back by 
scent alone. 

Occasionally, the two animals argue over their food, but the 
disagreement usually is short-lived. Inky is inclined to let 
Penny have his way and, in fact, treats him with un-catlike 
and touching gentleness. Towards other dogs, however, Inky 
has a normally antagonistic attitude, especially towards those 
who try to bother Penny. Several of them have found out 
to their dismay that Inky is serious about this seeing-eye cat 
business and truly devoted to his blind friend. 

As a result, all is harmony around the Cothran household. 
Inky leads Penny, seeming to know that he is helpless as far 
as eyesight is concerned. And should any other dogs come 
around to bother they are quickly shunted away. 


By Harry Hiller Director, GAINES DOG RESEARCH CENTER 


SPECIALLY-~DESIGNED KA/LWAY VANS were 

THE COMMON MEANS OF ssiplennmanaianeel 
DOGS ENGLAND 

PRIOR TO THE 


THREE GENERATIONS OF FREMCY BULLDOGS 
OWNED BY MRS.RICHARD HOVER, PALISADE, N.J., 
ALREADY HAVE OBEDIENCE TITLES AND 
THE FOURTH 1S ON THE WAY 


WHO HELPED HERD THE 
FIRST MODERN-DAY CATTLE DRIVE INTO DENVER, COL., IS 


RATED BY OWNER PAT GRAVES AS THE EQUAL OFS AZEN ON HORSEBACK 
© 1952, Gaines Dog Research Center, N. Y. C. 
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And here is Bonnie, in person 


irthday Hostess 


By Nan McAlester 


HE most popular “child” in her part of town, Oswego, 
N. Y., celebrated her second birthday recently. That is, 
the children celebrated it for her. “Bonnie Golden Lady,” 
registered collie, was probably the happiest “hostess” in town. 

It appeared to be an Open House at the home of Professor 
and Mrs, Aulus Saunders, owners of Bonnie. During the 
lunch hour, and from the minute school was out, youngsters 
called on Bonnie. The house and lawn were full of boys and 
girls playing with the popular collie. 

Warned ahead of time, Mrs. Saunders had prepared forty 
frosted cupcakes, as tiny birthday cakes, with a candle on 
each one. At bedtime two cakes remained. Some youngsters 
came with gifts for the dog they love. One boy brought a 
bone he had “borrowed” from another dog; one brought dog 
biscuits, but ate half of them himself; the last youngster to 
call was four-year-old Norman Jean Hutchison, who presented 
Bonnie with a card, and a box of dog biscuits and a large box 
of dog candy, both gift-wrapped. 

Bonnie, long ago, romped and sang her way into the hearts 
of the neighborhood. When she accompanies her owners 
down the street, children run to windows and doors to shout, 
“There comes Bonnie!” Then they run to her and throw their 
arms around her neck. Children ring the Saunders doorbell 
to ask, “Can Bonnie come out to play?” They beg for the 
privilege of “dog-sitting” in the afternoons. 

Gentle though she is, Bonnie has several times proved her 
worth as a household watch dog. While she is gentle at play, 
she is also protective and becomes fearless in the face of 
danger to any of her friends. 
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The Name 


By Austin H. Phelps 


EFORE the kittens were born, a friend of mine in Malaya 

knocked at the door of the Thailand consulate. When 

it was found that he was merely trying to get authentic 

Siamese names for an American friend’s kittens, he was nearly 

thrown out. However, he did come up with some exotic ones. 
with which we promptly burdened those helpless kittens. 

But cats are real personalities! There was one little one 
for whom we had chosen the Siamese equivalent for “beauti- 
ful eyebrows” as a name. Her name today is “Squeaky.” She 
named herself. 

Before we could take preventive measures, she caught 
panleucopenia. That meant feeding medicine to an almost 
exhausted kitty and coaxing down a little warm milk. Clumsy 
hands, a tiny neck—and the kitten could only lie there and 
squeak. 

When she recovered she was taken to the doctor’s for an 
injection and the minute she felt the needle, she leaped to 
my shoulder, put her nose to my ear and squeaked a mono- 
logue of protest. That habit persists to this day. Hungry, 
she'll climb to my shoulder and squeak her needs. Lonesome, 
she squeaks for companionship. Squeaky is a most appropriate 
name. To be sure she still has those beautiful eyebrows for 
which she was originally named but we've almost forgotten 
about that and, anyway, she likes her new name. 


Squeaky squeaks a squeak. 
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LOST: Puppy with thick, brownish 
hair and sad appealing eyes. Answers 
to the name of Brownie. Ample reward 
to finder. Call CRescent 2-4965-], or 
contact Mr. Jones at 42 Pleasant St. 

That was the advertisement that 
Bobby’s father inserted in the evening 
papers after Brownie had strayed away 
and hadn’t returned for three days— 
three days of frantic searching, of call- 
ing the neighbors, the police, the hu- 
mane society. 

And, almost at once, as soon as the 
evening newspapers had been delivered 
at doorsteps all over the city, the Jones’ 
telephone started to ring and, while 
Mrs. Jones stood by taking down names 
and addresses, Mr. Jones and Bobby got 
the family car out of the garage and 
started out to see, in each case, if the 
dog reported was their Brownie. 

It just seemed that almost everyone 


had found or seen a brown dog with sad 
appealing eyes. All that evening and 


for most of the next day, father and son © 


drove through the city answering the 
calls, but not one of the dogs found 
proved to be their one and only Brownie. 
True, all the dogs were brown and they 
were all shapes, sizes and shades, and 
might have fit the very general descrip- 
tion that was all Mr. Jones could give. 
If only he had sent for that “Dog 
Identification Folder” which had been 
advertised in Our Dumb Animals (see 
inside back cover), then he would have 
had Brownie’s full description all written 
down and put away in a safe place for 
just such an emergency. And what's 
more he would have been able to prove 
his ownership if Brownie had been 
claimed by someone else. You may be 
sure he ordered one the very next day 
for the pet who took Brownie’s place. 


Poor little lost Brownie curls up with another stray for warmth. 


“Tom,” “Dick” and “Harry” 
By Etta W. Schlichter 


OM was a handsome tramp cat 

that came to our yard one day and 
took up his residence under a cherry 
tree. He accepted his meals as his due. 
never allowed himself to be petted and 
could not be lured into the house. He 
seemed afraid of nothing but a broom, 
the sight of which so frightened him 
that we considered cleaning the back 
walk with the hose. 

One day we found a couple of kittens 
crying piteously, evidently abandoned 
by the mother. They were only five or 
six weeks old and did not know how to 
lap milk from the saucer we set before 
them. 

Tom was several rods away, lying 
under the cherry tree, and we saw him 
slowly arise and creep forward as a cat 
does to stalk its prey. Thinking he was 
going to hurt the kittens, we were about 
to shoo him off when something in his 
attitude stopped us. 

Creeping up, he gently put his nose 
on the head of one of the kittens and 
pressed it down into the milk. The 
kitten, probably to keep itself from 
smothering, had to open its mouth, and 
the taste of the milk soon made it lap 
awkwardly. Then Tom nosed the other 
kitten, then took them turn about, till 
they were filled, and not till their hunger 
was satisfied did he touch the milk him- 
self. 

How he made them understand they 
were to follow him to the cherry tree 
I do not know, but they crept after him 
and he cuddled them all day and cared 
for them the rest of the summer. 

When cold weather came, we took 
the kittens into the kitchen and Tom 
came along. We called them Tom, Dick, 
and Harry. Harry, never so strong as 
Dick, died during the winter. Tom and 
Dick were inseparable, but never the 
pets our house cats usually were. 

In the spring they took their station 
again beneath the cherry tree. One 
morning they were gone. We searched 
everywhere, but could not find them. 
Then one sunny day six weeks later, 
there they were in their old place. They 
stayed all day, resting. They ate their 
meals casually and without apparent 
gratitude, though seeming to enjoy their 
old haunts. 

But next morning they were gone and 
we never saw them again. They were a 
handsome pair and we wanted them to 
stay. 
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Make 


With Wild Beaver 


Although, at first he resented my trespassing in his private pond. 


FIRST became acquainted with 

Benjie one sunny morning in June 
as I was fishing a remote trout stream. 
This particular brook ran into a large 
beaver flow. As I skirted the large 
damned-up pond, I occasionally waded 
out into the water several yards to cast 
a fly. While fishing one deep hole, I 
heard a loud splash some distance from 
me. I quickly glanced in the direction 
of the noise and there swam the largest 
beaver I had ever seen. He was mov- 
ing fast and rather belligerently, I 
thought, directly towards me. Realizing 
he had made the pond and not being 
too sure to what extent beavers would 
go to protect their property, I obliged 
his wishes by moving back onto the 
bank. My actions seem to satisfy him 
and he turned, spanked his tail a couple 
of times and went into his house. 

I didn’t think too much about this 
incident until I returned to this same 
spot on several other occasions. After 
my third trip to the flow, I became more 
and more convinced that Benjie was al- 
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most human. Each time I fished in 
three particular spots, he would always 
show up. He would swim within ten 
feet of me, stare for a moment, then 
turn and splash the water until I re- 
turned to the bank. I tried an experi- 
ment several times with always the same 
results. I would fish at some other spot 
for ten or fifteen minutes then I’d sneak 
as quietly as possible up to my favorite 
holes. Try as I might, I couldn't get 
there ahead of Benjie. The moment I 
stepped into the water, his face would 
appear, almost smiling it seemed. He 
would wait to see if I were coming in 
the water and if I did, spank, spank 
went his flat tail. On one trip I decided 
that I would remain in the water and 
fish regardless of Benjie’s presence. This 
I did but it soon proved laughable my 
thinking that I could out-fox Benjie. 
After realizing that his splashing was 
doing no good, he turned and swam 
down the pond. f thought he had be- 
come discouraged with my stubborness 
but soon I heard something moving 


through the water. Looking down the 
flow I saw Benjie coming full speed, 
struggling as he swam with a large log 
which he was pushing ahead of him. 
As he got near me, he gave the tree a 
final push and it floated directly into 
the spot where I was fishing. Time and 
again he went and got trees and logs 
and pushed them toward me. Though 
I was quite put out with Benjie spoiling 
my fishing, I couldn’t help but admire 
the human qualities he possessed. I was 
an intruder and he was trying in every 
way he knew to drive me away. 

Before the summer ended however, 
my friend had become reconciled to the 
fact that I wouldn't harm him. It be- 
came his regular custom while I was 
fishing, to climb up on his house and 
peel saplings and watch me with utter 
indifference as I cast into his pond for 
trout. I sincerely believe we've reached 
an understanding. Benjie and I are 
friends at last and from now on, I will 
resent it any time I hear beavers re- 
ferred to as dumb animals. 
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Photos by Ida B. Alseth 


First of all, let us say, that “Chess” and 
“Boots” are owned by Mr. and Mrs. Ed Lee, 
Shy-Soo Ranch, Valley City, North Dakota. 
Needless to say they are all one happy 
family. And so the story. In Part One, we 
see Chess, the Chesapeake Bay Retriever, 
as the willing worker. About noon time 
every work day, Chess comes to the front 
door where he is given a lunch basket to 
carry by Mrs. Lee. Then, carrying the basket 
in his mouth, he trudges the one-third mile 
to the field where Mr. Lee is working. Inci- 
dentally, Chess has to cross the river to get 
there. At last he reaches his master, who 
hot and tired from working in the fields is 
only too glad to relax and share his lunch 
with his faithful dog. 
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Part Two of the story, shows Chess as the family man with 
Boots, his spouse, and the new offspring. Here we see that 
Boots has been admitted to the maternity ward, the fire- 
place, where the birth took place. But Chess, poor fellow, 
seems as wrought with anxiety as any other father with a 
new baby. Next the screen is drawn aside and we see the 
proud father sitting beside his family. From there we go 
to a full view of “Boots and Her Buddies,” cozily nested in 
the fireplace. Eight of them! And, finally, Chess learns 
that a father’s burden can be indeed heavy but cheer 
up, they’ll be walking by themselves in no time at all. 
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Lazy Cat That Saved $200,000 


By Lucille Webb 


HE lazy cat was a plump black and 
creature named Perezosa, 
which means lazy. She was a South 
American and seafaring feline. So lazy 
was she that she seldom moved unless 
it was to get more comfortable. And 
by this laziness she saved 625,000 pesos 
or about $200,000 in our money in these 
days, for the Estrella } Navigation Com- 
pany of Valparaiso. 

A Captain Agosto Fuentes was skip- 
per of the ship, Perla del Sud. Perezosa 
was the mascot and the pride of the 
Captain. But she wasn’t a good mouser 
and the crew complained of her laziness 
and wanted a new mascot —one that 
would keep the rats and mice from tak- 
ing over the ship. They managed to 
get other cats on board but they were 
soon landed. None could take the place 
of Perezosa in the skipper’s heart, so 
Perezosa stayed on as mascot. 

One night bound for Callao, Peru 
from Valparaiso, carrying a cargo of 
heavy mining machinery, Perezosa’s 
good luck seemed to run out. A 
storm came up and the cargo broke 
loose. It was said at the subsequent 
hearing that the freight had arrived late 
at the docks and a hurry up job had 
been done in loading. So in the violent 
storm the cargo shifted and broke. They 
tried to secure it, but it was no use so 
they decided to rig a sea anchor and 
ride out the storm. But such a terrific 
beating was being given the ship that 
the anchor could not be rigged and 
orders were given to abandon ship, since 
it had already begun to leak and settle. 


The Meek Mr. Quail 


FOREST husband who's never sure 

of his marital status is Mr. Quail. 
Mrs. Quail is the absolute boss, and if 
he becomes stubborn or quarrelsome, 
she simply gets another mate. 

This is no difficult task because the 
male birds outnumber the hens. Indeed. 
the bachelors of a quail community band 
together and do their utmost to wreck 
the bliss of their more settled brothers. 
The bob-white call comes from these 
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Only after the lifeboats had pulled away 
did the Captain realize Perezosa was 
still on board the sinking ship. He said 
nothing but it grieved him very much. 
On landing, the injured were hospital- 
ized and the rest sent back to Valparaiso. 
Then the news came. A tug had salvaged 
the ship and was now demanding sal- 
vage money from the Company to the 
staggering amount of 650,000 pesos. 
Such an amount would wreck the com- 
pany and Captain Fuentes would be out 
of a ship. But realizing the ship had 
been salvaged no doubt Perezosa was 
still alive. The ship had been towed 
into Taltal so he went there to reclaim 
his pet. As the tugman handed over 
Perezosa he said that the cat had never 
left the cabin until the ship had been 
tied up at the deck. 

When the tugman said that, an idea 
formed in Captain Fuentes’ mind. He 
asked if the tug men were sure of that. 
The tugman swore it was so and asked 
why. The captain replied it didn’t 
matter and happily went to send a wire 
to his employer. 

This news a couple of days later 
made possible the settlement of the 
Company with the tugboat firm for only 
towing charges, which amounted to a 
mere 25,000 pesos. The claim of 650,000 
pesos was thrown out because the Perla 
del Sud was not found a derelict “with- 
out a living creature.” Perezosa had 
been very much alive even if asleep. 
By being too lazy to leave ship, she had 
protected the Estrella Company's prop- 
erty rights and won back her place as a 
true and good luck mascot. 


By Jack Kytle 


lonely, jealous fellows. 

In the face of such competition, Mr. 
Quail must work hard and _ patiently. 
He must build the nest to the complete 
satisfaction of Mrs. Quail, who waits 
until he has finished the task and then 
tries it out to find if it sits all right. If it 
doesn’t please her, Mr. Quail must tear 
it up and keep working until it meets 
her approval. Only then can he be sure 
of marital happiness. 


Winged Cat Mystery 


By Irma Hegel 
.* year, while flying saucers were 
widely publicized by the 
press, Akron, Ohio, had something more 
original. Akron’s flying phenomenon 
was a cat with wings. 

The animal was seen in the southwest 
portion of the city around Taylor and 
Metzger avenues. 

“The cat was black and white with 
wings sticking right out of its back,” 
one matron reported when “the thing” 
went winging through her back yard. 

A man who had seen the animal that 
same day called it a “whopper of a cat- 
bird,” describing it as about a foot and 
a half long with small wings sticking 
out of its back and traveling like a streak 
of lightning. 

That excited the small fry of the 
neighborhood. The next morning some 
boys and girls found the winged cat on 
the top of someone’s garage. It must 
have flown up, they decided and 
promptly began chasing it off in the 
hopes that it would fly. When it ran 
instead, they followed it through back 
vards and under fences. At last the 
children cornered the animal under a 
vorch where it growled at them and spit. 
With its huge green eyes, it certainly 
looked and acted like a cat and on its 
back it had what closely resembled 
wings. Then—you guessed it—the pega- 
sus of catdom got away. 

While Akron was wondering whether 
it had a new Buck Rogers’ type of cat 
or a supersonic feline, the explanation 
came simply from a Mrs. William Orr 
of 228 Twenty-seventh street in nearby 
Barberton. 

“The cat must be Smokey,” Mrs. Orr 
explained. “Smokey is my black angora. 
He left home because the dog ate his 
cat food and he’s been missing over 
three weeks. I think I can explain about 
his so-called wings. This winter Smokey 
scratched himself so much that two 
large tufts formed on his back resembl- 
ing wings.” 

That ended the mystery of the cat 
with wings. We sincerely hope other 
cat owners will investigate the cause of 
the scratching before their cats develop 
“wings.” It could be fleas. A fine-comb 
combing will show up the small brown 
insects. It could also be eczema, cured 
with diet by absenting certain allergic 
foods from the menu. Whatever it is, 
a little investigation on the cat owner’s 
part will find it. 
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Soldiers 


ever 


te 
By Lucille Mabbott 
HE Rapid City Air Force Base 
recently lost one of its most color- 
ful, and mysterious, characters when 
“Bismarck,” a dog hero of countless 
stories succumbed to ill health and old 
age. 

The big dog, of questionable ancestry, 
made his first appearance at the air-base 
back in 1942, when construction of the 
new installation was nearly completed. 
The shaggy animal started showing up 
regularly around the mess halls and 
where he came from or what moved him 
to adopt the base was, and still is, 
clouded in mystery. 

Bismarck apparently joined the Air 
Force for life, and as the various squad- 
rons, mostly B-17’s back in those WWII 
days, completed their training and 
shipped out to war theaters in Europe 
and the Pacific, he was immediately 
adopted by the incoming groups. 

Stories of Bismarck and his escapades 
soon spread, and some of them were 
true. One story concerned his bus rides 
around the base and into town free of 
charge on a special pass. Bismarck al- 
ways made friends with the bus drivers, 
but on one occasion a new driver was 
assigned to the air-base run. He was 
unfamiliar with this colorful “character” 
and his special privileges. About 9 
o'clock one morning the new driver was 
surprised and more than a little angry 
when the big dog entered the bus at 
its first stop and made himself comfort- 
able on the seat next to the door. This 
was considered to be the best seat in 
the vehicle. 

Outraged at the impudence, the driver 
promptly evicted him. At the next stop, 
however, when the bus stopped for more 
passengers, again Bismarck jumped into 
the number one seat and again was as 
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Bismarck receiving one of his periodical check-ups from air-base veterinarians Capt. William A. 
Rader, left, and T/Sgt. Joseph W. Jeffries. 


promptly evicted. Bismarck was dis- 
gusted, but not discouraged. He was 
waiting, slightly panting but right on 
schedule, at the third stop and refused 
to budge when the driver accosted him 
the third time. When they reached the 
main Consolidated Mess Hall he 
stretched lazily, gave the driver a “dirty” 
look, dog style, and disembarked. And 
with great dignity. 

The driver was soon brought up to 
date on the importance of the air-base 
mascot and Bismarck shortly thereafter 
relented and made friends with the mis- 
guided individual. As the “elder states- 
man” of the air-base, Bismarck had in- 
sisted upon his rights and got them. He 
maintained in later years a position of 
disdain for newcomers until they proved 
themselves worthy of his esteem and 
friendship. 

As old age approached, he began to 
settle down to a relatively quiet life. 
When he was not lying in a quiet place 
surveying with a king’s prideful eye his 
domain—and it was considerable, being 
one of the largest B-36 installations in 


the United States—and reminiscing to 
himself of the good old days of his youth 
when no other dog had gone unchal- 
lenged or no escapade was too daring, 
the canine playboy could be seen lurk- 
ing about the candy counter of the base 
exchange. His sad eyes and gentle but 
insistent manner pressured many an air- 
man to part with a bar or two of choco- 
late. 

In the last months, Bismarck spent 
more and more time with the medics 
and continued care on the part of these 
humane members of the air force 
lengthened his life span to a remarkable 
degree. 

An emergency operation for injuries 
received in an accident when he was 
struck by an automobile saved his life 
a year ago, but old age finally caught 
up with him and ended the longest 
known tour of duty at the air-base that 
had progressed with the growth of the 
aircraft industry and which had gradu- 
ated from the now obsolete B-17’s on to 
the B-29’s and then to the largest of them 
all, the B-36’s. 
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“Wait a minute, now. 


Let's not be hasty about this. 
bad-tasting stuff again today?”’ says Tobey, a recent patient at Angell Memorial. 


Do you REALLY think I need that 
Notice 


the grip he has on her free hand as he tries to talk Nurse Margaret Robinson out of 
administering his daily medication. 


Need Your Old Blankets 


UR supply of old blankets and 

sheets, used for bedding in the 
Hospital cages, is nearly exhausted. We 
urgently need large quantities of dis- 
carded wool and cotton cloth, such as 
may be stored away in your trunks or 
closets and forgotten. 

We use enormous amounts of bedding 
every week. Some of it can be laun- 
dered and re-used, but much bedding 
must be burned, especially after use in 
wards where highly contagious diseases, 
such as distemper, are treated. If we 


Calendar 


ELUCTANTLY, because she was a 

friend of the boy’s mother, a recent 
complainant reported that a small boy 
continually abused her kitten and, on 
the day she called us, he had put the 
kitten in an incinerator and singed its 
feet. Although the owner was afraid it 
would cause hard feelings, our agent 
finally convinced her that he should call 
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are to provide maximum care and com- 
fort for our patients, we must have help 
in this matter from  animal-lovers 
throughout the country. Our need for 
old cloth is immediate and constant. 

Do YOU have discarded material of 
this kind that you can spare? We sin- 
cerely hope you will send all you can 
find to our Angell Memorial Animal 
Hospital, 180 Longwood Avenue, Bos- 
ton 15, Massachusetts. Every package 
will be most gratefully received and 
promptly acknowledged. 


on the boy’s mother. This he did, and 
the boy’s mother explained she had 
punished her son and explained to him 
that the kitten has feelings just as he 
has. Appearing very repentant, the little 
boy told me he would never torment 
the kitten again or cause any other ani- 
mal to suffer. 
= 2 


ID you ever notice how thrilled a 
child is to receive something 
through the mail addressed to him? 
Any youngster would be delighted to 
receive a subscription to OUR DUMB 
ANIMALS as a birthday or “just be- 
cause” present. Why not send in your 
order now and make some child happy? 
See the back cover for a convenient 
order form for new subscriptions. 


Exchange of Ideas 


OCTORS JEAN HOLZWORTH 
and GERRY B. SCHNELLE, our 
Chief of Staff, have been guest speakers 
at recent meetings of the Massachusetts 
Veterinary Association in Brookline and 
of the Virginia State Veterinary Medical 
Association in Richmond, Va., respec- 
tively. 


MOVING? — Don't miss a single copy 
of Our Dumb Animals. Send your new 
address together with the address label 
from your last copy to the Circulation 
Manager at least five weeks in advance. 
Or, if you prefer, there is a convenient 
card for this purpose (Form 22-S) avail- 
able at your post office. 


Please remember the Massachusetts Society 
for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals when 
you make your will. .To help you, we print 
the proper legal form on the inside back cover 
of every issue of OUR DUMB ANIMALS. 


Samples of Daily SPCA Routine 


A store in the vicinity of one of our 
branches was reported to be offering pet 
birds for sale and providing no feed or 
water for them. An agent contacted 
the manager and warned him that this 
was a direct violation of the cruelty 
laws and to keep food and water in the 
cage containers for the birds in the 
future. 
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Kindness 
ledge 


NDER the name of our Society and 

our internationally famous Angell 

Memorial Hospital, our telecast “Animal 

Fair” has been reaching several hundred 

thousand friends every Friday at 6 P. M. 
for nearly two years. 

Last October, John C. Macfarlane, 
who conducts the program, discussed 
the idea of a Kindness Pledge with his 
sponsors, the Calo Dog Food Company, 
and they thought so highly of it that 
they went to considerable expense to 
create a good-looking pledge card with 
a picture of “Mr. Mac” and his toy fox 
terrier at the top. 


E KIND TO ANIMALS WEEK is 

scheduled this year for the week 
of May 3 through 9, with Humane Sun- 
day falling on May 3. This celebration, 
first sponsored by our Society some 
thirty-nine years ago, has since attained 
national scope. Let us all make it our 
goal to be especially kind to animals 
during that week. 


Thank You 


OME months ago we asked our 
readers and friends if they would 
like to contribute enough money to pur- 
chase a television set for our interns who 
live on the premises of our Hospital and 
who, because of their duties and studies, 
are unable to obtain the normal recrea- 
tion enjoyed by the average person. 


We are very happy to report that 
generous friends of the Society have 
provided these funds and that our in- 
terns are now entertained by their fa- 
vorite programs, while remaining avail- 
able for emergency cases. 
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Director, ANIMAL FAIR 


1 Pledge I will try to be kinder to my fellow men— 
remembering that all people have feelings — 
and that sympathy and understanding are necessary in a free world, 
I Pledge I will be kind to animals, always. 


See and Hear 


ANIMAL FAIR 
6-6:15 P.M., FRIDAYS 
WBZ-TV (Ch.4). 


These pledge cards were offered free 
to anyone who might want one. Thou- 
sands of friends, old and young, from 
all- over New England responded. 
Ministers asked for copies for their Sun- 
day School classes; school teachers sent 
in for large numbers of them so that 
each girl and boy in their classrooms 
might have one and remember to live 


by its printed message as shown here. 

To nurture that tiny seed of tolerance 
that lies in each of our hearts is worth- 
while and if enough seeds are scattered 
over this old earth perhaps we will one 
day, with the Grace of God, learn how 
to live at peace with our fellow men 
and with the members of the animal 
kingdom as well. 


Proudly Hail 


UR Society recently presented 
safety awards to three of our am- 
bulance drivers for having driven nearly 
245,000 miles without an accident. 
Shown receiving the awards from J 
Robert Smith (extreme left), Assistant 
to the President, are William N. Free- 
man, Jr., driver for the Boston area, who 
received a cash award and pin for two 
years and 35,000 miles of safe driving; 


R. Earle Mansur, driver covering the 
Lawrence area, cash award and pin for 
six consecutive years and 100,000 miles 
of sate driving; and Louis Peaslee, driver 
covering Berkshire County, cash award 
and pin for six consecutive years and 
106,000 miles of safe driving. Mr. Her- 
man N. Dean (extreme right), Chief 
Prosecuting Officer for the Society, 
proudly watches the presentation. 
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Cathy and Sunny are enjoying some early spring sunshine. 


Not Crowd 


By Cathy Isherwood (12) 


HIS story that I have written is about my pets, Sunny, 
Ergo, and Pretty Birdy. 

Sunny is the name of one of my dogs. I got him last No- 
vember. He is a toy collie or Shetland sheepdog. I enjoy 
OUR DUMB ANIMALS and Sunny often looks at it with 
me. He enjoys the animal pictures the most. 

I also have a dog named Ergo Van Waldboc, a wire-haired 
dachshund. I have written about Ergo before, when he went 
painting. At night Sunny sleeps with me for a while and 
then goes to the kitchen. Recently Sunny has decided that 
he likes Ergo’s bed better than his own. Every night Sunny 
sleeps in Ergo’s bed, so guess where poor little Erbo sleeps? 
Under the kitchen table! 

We have a very fussy character in our family. He must 
have the shade pulled down as soon as the sun comes through 
the window, be fed exactly at 9:00 in the morning, have his 
cover on at 5:00 at night, not have the light on, have no con- 
fusion around him, and there must be no music in the morn- 
ing. If he doesn’t have things his way, he fusses and fumes. 
Guess who this character is? It’s our green and yellow canary 
named Pretty Birdy. But he is worth all this trouble, because 
he pecks your finger gently in thanks and is a beautiful singer. 
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Animal Care 


By Robert Fox (11) and Theodore Winberg (10) 


Give your pets some bread and milk 
It makes their fur as soft as silk. 


When your puppy's fur is mussed 
Remember — keep his coat well brushed. 


Don't disturb your puppy’s nap 
Or with his teeth, he’s apt to snap. 


Teach your dog just what to do 
When he walks downtown with you. 


When the weather is hot and dry 
Leave your pet in peace to lie. 


If your pet gets very sick 
Be sure to call the doctor quick. 


A Kind Act 


By Joan Mulley (10) 


1‘ THE very late fall, when there was some snow on the 
ground, I found two snakes freezing to death. This is a 
true story. I found them under a hunk of ice. I picked them 
up and brought them home. 

My daddy and I scratched away some snow outside and 
got some leaves and grass. I got a huge tank, all glass, and 
put the leaves and grass inside. Then I got a low pan of 
water and put it in the cage. I fed them fish and berries. 

Every once in awhile they got out of the cage and we 
would have to look for them. Pretty soon they got to know 
me and I could pick them up without gloves. But the first 
warm day Daddy took them and put them in the woodpile 
outside where they could live in peace and have plenty of 
food and rest. 


CALLING MOTHER AND DAD! 


Have you heard the radio and TV programs we sponsor! You'll 
approve of them for your children, and they‘ll love them. (You 
should see our fan mail!) 

Friday Evenings — it’s ANIMAL FAIR, starring John Mac- 
farlane, and various assorted animal friends, on Channel 4, 
WBZ.-TV, at 6 P.M. 

Saturday Mornings — it’s ANIMAL CLUB OF THE AIR, where 
Albert Pollard shines as M.C. and storyteller, over WMEX (1510 
on the dial) at 9:15 A.M. 


Both programs relate facts and stories about animals in such a 
fascinating way that you'll find yourself a fan, too. 
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Active Junior SPCA 


r was a real pleasure to learn, a few weeks ago, about the 
work of the 49th and Cambie Junior SPCA in Vancouver, 
B. C., Canada. According to Miss Violet Sherman, their 
fe leader, the members open meetings with a prayer and close 
with a special song. They also maintain a lending library 
al’ of animal books and magazines, including copies of OUR 

Recently the children put on our play, “The Kindness 
Train,” building their own props and scenery. The adjacent 
picture shows the train, the ticket office and a group of the 
children who participated. They are to be sincerely con- 
gratulated for their splendid work in behalf of our animal 
friends. 


My Bird Story Ridin. | 


By Harold Melanson (8) ' 


NE day when I went out to play I saw a bird on the 
O ground near a tree. It had a broken leg, so I found a 
stick and a piece of cloth and wrapped it around the bird’s leg. 
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Then I took it out to my back yard and tried to make it fly, ’ 
but it couldn’t. So I picked him up and put him in a box z 
and kept it on my porch until he was able to fly. He built 
his nest in a tree near my house. 
The next year a bird built in the same tree. Maybe it was 
the bird that I had helped the year before. 7 
13 
liebbie Disappears 
NV. GIFFORD 
By Nora Murphey (11) 
I HAVE a dog whose name is Gebbie. She is five years old. I. b. 
I got her on Easter Sunday. When I first got her, I had a 
to teach her to stay out of the streets. She was a country dog 0000 2. RED CROSS - ABBV. 
and had never been in the big city before. 3, Money. 


One morning when I woke up she was gone! When I went 
to feed her she was not in her doghouse. Her chain and 5 
collar were lying on the ground by her doghouse. Gebbie P 
did not get home until about noon. 

I am glad she knew her way home. 


©. ANCIENT. 
9, SHORT For "I Am": 
ANSWERS TO MARCH PUZZLE: Across—2. Ed., FIREMANS 


. 
4. shamrocks, 8. sit, 9. U.N., 10. pipe, 12. rat. TRICKY. FROM 
Down—l. hat, 2. Erin, 8. do, 4.$.S., 5. hi, 6. chair, Way oF SayiNG You: EVER 


7. sweet, 9. urn, 11. Pa. Answer to Puzzle Will Appear Next Month 
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Hh. 


E happened along one day in 
August, stared in disbelief at my 
tiny, two-room house—then stayed. No 
longer was I a bachelor living in aloof 
isolation in the country. I became the 


“You should complain! I furnished you with a story, didn’t 1?” 


Help Wanted and 


in a small community where 
squirrels are abundant, Mrs. M. 
Gordon Hughes, of Louisville, Michigan, 
was not afraid of the small animals at 
any time. As a matter of fact, she made 
it a habit of throwing them scraps of 
left-overs from the table to eat. There 
were two especially that Mrs. Hughes 
had come to recognize during her daily 
feedings. 


She was surprised, however, when she 
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slave, the chattel of Murry the Cat. 


All day my doings are scrutinized in- - 


scrutably by his green eyes. My bed- 
time is established by his reminders. 
My trips are limited by his demand for 


Obtained . 


came out one day with the usual fare, 
to notice that only one of the animals 
was present, and it was acting very 
strangely. Instead of going for the tid- 
bits she had brought out to it, the squir- 
rel kept barking and circling her in a 
frenzied manner. 

Mrs. Hughes laid the food down and 
returned to the house to watch from the 
window, but the squirrel didn’t touch a 
morsel of food. She went out on several 


company and regular mealtimes. My 
free time is curtailed by having to make 
extensive repairs—the result of his curi- 
ousity about my tables, writing desk and 
anything that can be pawed, cuffed, 
upset, clawed, ripped or pounced upon. 
I think the Income Tax Bureau is un- 
just in not permitting my claim. Murry 
certainly is dependent upon me. He 
does no work, pays no board, and eats 
like an elephant. I believe I am entitled 
to the following exemptions: 
Cat food for five months $ 6.40 
Table cover ruined by ink 2.00 
Manuscript chewed to ribbons 15.00 


Curtains used as stairways 10.00 

Stamps cuffed into milk dish 1.50 

Investigation, followed by 
destruction of vase 3.00 


Lost: five spools of thread 50 
Investigation into box of photo 


paper: value, fogged paper 7.00 
One shirt: collar torn off 3.00 
One broom shredded 1.50 


One placid disposition, now 
badly frayed ? 
Soap, pails, mops used (though 


vainly) to preserve order — 5.75 


My figures have not been challenged, 
simply disallowed. 

The boys from the Bureau decided 
Murry is not dependent upon me. Quite 
the reverse. They assure me that I am 
dependent upon him for companionship, 
amusement, responsibility, and solace. 
Also, that I am in his debt for the faith, 
loyalty and love he gives me. My claim 
for tax exemption was firmly disallowed. 

Maybe the Income Tax Bureau is 
right, at that. 


€ € By C. A. Grabowski 


occasions in an effort to tempt it to eat 
something, but to no avail. It kept 
barking and circling her every time she 
stepped outside, until she decided the 
squirrel was trying to tell her something. 
She followed it and was led to a rain- 
spout where the mate was imprisoned. 
She freed the squirrel and the two went 
leaping away, but in a moment returned 
to nibble on the food Mrs. Hughes had 
brought out earlier. 


OUR DUMB ANIMALS 
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This SY, Mh, 


F your dog has ever been lost, you will remember only too 
well the frantic appeals to the police and other agencies 


to help you find your pet. You will remember your 
frustration, when asked to describe him. 


If you are one of these owners, you know that if your dog were 
to disappear today, you must be able to describe him accurately 
enough so that some person who had never actually seen him, 
could still easily identify him. 


Sometimes animals become lost or are picked up by strangers. 
Because such things so often occur, and also because of the 
prevalence today of a traffic in stolen pets, we have prepared a 
form to be filled out and put away in a safe place for such an 
emergency should it arise. This form will not only be of initial 
value in providing a proper description, but it will also be ma- 
terial evidence in case there is any question of establishing the 
identity of your dog when found. It contains an outline of both 
sides of a typical dog, so that you may fill in all distinguishing 
markings, and pertinent information to provide an exact descrip- 
tion. The whole is enclosed in an attractive case for your con- 
venience and safeguard of this valuable form. 


The small sum of $1.00 sent to the Massachusetts S. P. C. A.. 
80 Longwood Ave.. Boston 15, Mass., will bring you this 
material by return mail and furthermore it will enable you to 


participate in the charitable work of our Society for animal 
protection. 


DOGS LOVE iT 


YOU CAN HEAR MY 
PUPPIES SQUEAL 
WITH DELIGHT AT 
WIRTHMORE MEAL; | 
WIRTHMORE MAKES 
DOG PELLETS, 
APPETIZING, TELL YOU. 


CHAS. M. COX CO. 


ESTABLISHED 1886 
177 Milk St., Boston, Mass. 


Write for location of 
your nearest dealer 


Since 1832 
J.S. WATERMAN & SONS, Inc. 


Funeral Service 
Lecal—Suburban—Distant 


TO OUR FRIENDS 


In making your will kindly bear in mind that the corporate title of our Society is 
“Massachusetts Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals”; that it is the 
second incorporated (March, 1868) Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals 
in the country, and that it has no connection with any other similar Society 


Any bequests especially intended for the benefit of the Angell Memorial Animal 
Hospital in Boston, or the Rowley Memorial Hospital in Springfield should. never- 
theless, be made to the Massachusetts Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 
Animals “for the use of the Angell Memorial Animal Hospital, or the Rowley 
Memorial Hospital,” as the Hospitals are not incorporated but are the property 
of that Society and are conducted by it. FORM OF BEQUEST fol!o-ws: 


I give to the Massachusetts Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals (or 
to the American Humane Fducation Society). the sum of 
dollars (or, if other property. describe the property.) 


The Society’s address is 180 Longwood Avenue. Boston 15. Mass. Information and 
advice will be given glad!y 


RATES OF MEMBERSHIP IN 
THE MASSACHUSETTS S. P. C. A. 


OR 
THE AMERICAN HUMANE EDUCATION SOCIETY 
Life $500.00 Asso. Annual $10.00 
Sustaining Annual 100.00 Active Annual 5.00 
Supporting Annual 50.00 Annual 2.00 
Contributing Annual 25.00 Children’s 1.0€ 
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T only $2.00 per copy, our new 

1952 Bound Volume is a bargain. 
But, while they last, we are making an 
unprecedented offer of a handsome Li- 
brary Set: FOUR VOLUMES (1949, 
1950, 1951 & 1952 editions) for FIVE 
DOLLARS! Send your $5 check or 
money order to ANIMALS, 180 Long- 
wood Ave., Boston 15, Mass. You'll be 
glad you did. 


THIS SPACE 
CONTRIBUTER 


DOG FOOD | 
| 
| 


Diplomacy 


ES, in a sense we want to buy friends, but not in the meaning usually 


credited to this phrase. 


What we are looking for are new friends, new readers of our magazine, new 
animal lovers who will enjoy reading Our Dumb Animals and perhaps learn 


to appreciate animals more than before. 


Get Acquainted 


What we are trying to say is, “Won't you join us in our new ‘getting 
acquainted’ offer, through which we hope to stimulate an increased knowl- 


edge and understanding of all animals.” 


Here is our offer, and it applies not only to strangers, but to our old friends + 
and readers, as well—those who would like to make gifts to persons who are 


not already receiving our magazine. 


For such new subscriptions we are offering a special price of one dollar 


($1.00) for a whole year—one third off our regular price. 


This offer will be good only during April, May, June, July and August. 
Act now! Fill in the blank below and send it to us with your check or money 


order for the number of subscriptions you desire. 


Special Subscription Offer For New Friends 


| enclose my check for §........0.0..... Please send a year’s subscription (or sub- 
scriptions) to OUR DUMB ANIMALS to the following: 


(Additional names may be sent on a separate sheet) 


_ 
, 
| 
| 
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